The Tragedic 

Were red hotte ftcele to feare me to the braine, 

Annointed let me be with deadly poy fon, 

And die, ere men can fay, C?od faue the Qucene. 

£>u. Alas poore foule, I enuie not thy glorie. 

To feede my humor, wifli thy f'clfe no harme. 

‘Z)»t.G'/o.!SIo,when he that is my husband now 
Came to me as / followed Heuries courfe. 

When ftarce the blood was well wall) t from his hands 
W hich ilTued from my other angell husband. 

And that dead famt,which then / weeping followed 
O.when i fay,/ lookt on Richards face. 

This was my wifh,bethon quoth /accurft, 

For making me fo yong,fo oid a widow. 

And when thou weaft,lct forrow hauntthy bed, 

And be thy vvife,ifany be fo badde 
As mifcrablc by tlie death of thee, 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Lce,eucn 1 can repeatt this curfe againe, 

Euen in fo ihort a (pace, my womans heart 
Crolly grew eaptiue to his hony words. 

And prou’d the fubie£h of my own foules curfe. 

Which euer fince hath kept my eyes from fleepe, 

For neuer yct,one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden deavv of fleepe, 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames, 
BefideSjhe hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will /hortly be rid of me. 

JOu. Alas poore foule,/ pittic thy complaints. 

T>ut,G/o. No more thefrom my foule /mourne for your** 
jQu. Farewell, thou wofullwelcomer of glorie. 
Dut.G/o.Adue poore foule, thou takft thy lcaueof it. 
Z)#,Ter,Gothouto Ricbmod,&good fortunguide thee. 
Go thou to Ricbard,and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanttuai ie,go_od thoughts pollcile thee, 

I to my grauc where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightic odde yeares offorrow haue I feene, 

4nd each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 


of Richard the third. 


The Trumpets found Enter Richard crowned, Bucking-* 
ham, Catesby , with other Nobles, 

King. Stand all apart, Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here heafeendetb 

Thus high by thy aduice his throne* 

And thy alTstance is king Richard fcated i 
But (hall we wearcthefe honors for a day i 
Or (hall they laft, and we reioycc in them# 
fine .f till line they, and for euer may they laft. 

Ki», Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch, 

T o trie if thou be currant gold in deed : 

Yong Edward Hues :thinkenow what / would fay, 

Bmc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

Km. Why Buckingham, I fay / would be king* 

Bmc. Why fo you arc my thrice renowmed liege, 

J Kin, Ha : am 1 king ? ris fo,but Edward Hues. 

Buc, True noble Prince, 

King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward (lil (hould Hue true noble Prince, 

Cofen, thou vvert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I beplaine ? / with the baftards dead, 

And /would haue it fuddenly performde. 

What faift thou i fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

Kin, Tut, tut, thou artali yce,thy kindnelTefreezethj 
Say, haue I thy confenr that they fhall die i ■ 

Buc, Giue me feme breath, fome little paufe my Zord, 
Before Ipofitiucly fpeake herein : 

I wll refolue your Grace immediatly. 

Cat. The kihg is angry ,fee,he bites the lip, 

K ing. I will conuerfc with iron witted fooles, . 

And vnrerpettiue boyes.none are for me 
That looke into me with con (iderate eyes j ■ 

Bo) r ,high reaching Buckingham growes cireumfpeff. 

Boy. Ford* 

King. Knowft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would 


